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INTRODUCTION 
As far back as I ean remember, I have always tried to 
write poetry. At first, I wrote as the ideas came into my 
head; later, I began to think about form, word combinations, 
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that trying, by its very effort, destroyed originality; I II 
I 
was completely aware that this great gift had to flow natural-
ly. or be completely lost~ As for standards, they were thought 
1 
of only recently. Within the last few years, under the stress 
I 
of having to teaCh poetry and through a genuine desire to I 
I 
improve my own work, I have formulated some personal standards ! 
for what I believe to be good poetry~ Most of these ideas 
are, naturally, not original at all; if there is anything 
new 1n them, it is merely in their combination or in their 
individual emphasis~ The purpose of this essay is to set 
down as clearly as possible what I believe to be standards 
for good poetry---standards which, I hope, may be apparent-- -
since I have truly tried to achieve them---in a tew of my 
poems~ 
Edgar Allan Poe, in ~ Poetic Principle, says that he 
" • would define, in brief, the Poetry of words as ~ • • 
Rhrt.hmical Creation of Beauty~" With this I agree whole-
heartedly~ For the present, however, I am interested in but 
one word, "beauty~" I firmly believe that poetry should be 
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beautiful, and, therefore, set it up as my first standard. 
Beauty, unfortunately, is a very difficult thing to define·~ 
First of all, being an abstract quality, it is by its very 
nature nebulous; and, secondly, being a very personal matter 
for most artists and art lovers, it is impossible to 
standardize'~ However, the very fact that beauty is hard to 
define gives it tremendous range and great flexibility. It 
reduces itself always to a matter of individual taste, and 
since there are millions of individuals, it follows that 
there are a like number of individual ideas of what beauty 
really is~ With this k1nn of reasoning, I could easily end 
this discussion right here and toss 1n the proverbial towel; 
however, I shall not do so since I believe, also, that the 
universal idea of beauty unites all these individual inter-
pretations of what is, in actuality, the same thing~ This 
idea of universality is certainly not mine, but is fully 
discussed in the writings of Plato and Aristotle'~ People, 
somehow, often with the aid of competent critics, manage to 
agree on the broader aspects of what beauty is 1 at certain 
,, given times·~ 
~~~ a Dickens or a Picasso falls in and out of favor---but 
It is true that tastes change---that a Pope or 
always, ~t seems, the best artists eventually find a fairly 
I 
I 
permanent plave among the immortals~ Thus it is with beauty. 
Each strives to attain it, tries to define it, in his own 
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1 way~ The true artist goes along his own path in his own I 
II means of conveyance toward some unknown, yet very real, spot-- I 
~--- ------- -----
2 
toward whiah all his fellow artists are traveling also, but 
by different roads and in their own manner'~ 
Before attempting to define poetic beauty, it might seem 
logical to ask the question: "Does the term 'poetic beauty' 
imply that there is such a thing as poetic ugliness?" 
Immediately, I would say that the latter term is simply a 
misnomer since, I believe, that poetry ceases to be poetic 
when its effect is that of ugliness. However, I mention the 
problem because much which has been called poetry---much 
which has been published as such---to me, is essebtially 
revolting·~ I aul:mit the following as an example of what I 
consider is definitely not poetry: 
Descendants, 
in your lexicons 
look up the flotsam 
that floats down from Lethe, 
odd remnant-words 
like "prostitution," 
"tuberculosis," ~ 
"blockades.!.' 
For you, 
who're so healthy and nimble, 
a poet 
licked up 
consumptive spittle 
with the crude rough tongue of placards ••• 
from ~ ~ Top ~ ~1I Voice - Vladimir Mayakovsky 
Tr. Herbert Marshall 
I Why is this sample :from t.he much longer work not poetry? Why 
h 
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is it basically ugly? From a personal point of view---the 
original basis in all crit.icism---I find "the subject ma1i1ier, 
attack upon democracy and Communist eulogy, repulsive; this 
is based on po1i1iical prejudice, ye1i mine is a very real 
_/ ___ _ 
emotion, which would be shared by many others·~ The presenta-
tion of the material, furthermore, I find gauche, ungraceful, 
and inhartaonious·~ These weaknesses are caused by indis-
criminate use of words intended to shock, by random line 
arrangement, by mixed metaphor, and by a generally prosaic 
tone~ As a result, the "poem" lacks the elevating quality 
and the unity of affect which, I believe, are necessary to 
achieve true poetry~ Since I am not attuned to nor in 
harmony w1 th any and all aspects of ~ the Top .2! HI Voice, 
but rather repelled 1n an active sense, I must call the work 
ugly and therefore not poetry~ 
My own criticism of Mayakovslcy's verses, I think, can be 
applied to the reading audience 1n general1~ The non-Conmnmist 
would be negative in his reactions on purely political bases, 
while any person who has read a fair amotmt of poetry, good 
and bad, would catch the tastelessness and awkwardness of 
handling~ 
Ugliness may manifest i tsel:f' 1n many ways~ It may be -:;i( 
lack of harmony or purpose; it may be chaos or decay. What-
ever it is---alwa~s remembering the reality of individual 
taste---it is that which makes for misunderstanding, negation, 
or revolt'~ Simply, no appeal, no audience! Ugliness• however, 
is very much a part of man and the world, but I refuse to 
believe that it is a goal, an aspiration to be fulfilled~ 
Still, since it is part o:f' the universal scene, the poet 
cannot avoid touching upon it; 'the important factor is not 
4 
what the subject matter is, but how it is treated and for 
what purpose:~ If' the goal of the poet is beauty, then the 
sublimation of revolting things for their own sakes will not 
make a poem, nor gain an audience~ However, I hasten to add 
that ugliness can be incorporated 1nt~ a poem if it is 
employed to underline or reveal the essential beauty toward 
which the poem is striVing~ If' beauty somehow becomes more 
beautiful in contrast with ugliness, then the latter has 
served a very useful purpos«~ 
Wha.t, then, is poetic beauty? Edgar Allan Poe, in The 
Philosophy of Composition, may come a step nearer to a 
solution: 
•• - .Beauty is the sole legitimate province of the 
poem~ - A f'ew words, however, · in elucidation of my 
real meaning, which some of my friends have evinced 
a disposition to misrepresent~ That pleasure 
which is at once the most intense, the most 
elevating, and the most pure, is, I believe, found 
in the contemplation of the beautiful~ When, 
indeed, men speak of' Beauty, t~ey mean, precisely, 
not a quality, as is supposed, but an effect---
they refer, in short, just to that intense and 
pure elevation of soul---not of intellect, or of 
heart---upon which I have commented, and which 
is experienced 1n consequence of' contemplating 
"the beautiful~" 
Since Poe is definitely working toward a poem which is to be 
"universally a.pprecia.ble"---s.nd I would agree With him on this 
u2t1mate goal---he ties beauty to an effect rather than to a 
quality~ Poetry, I believe, as Poe does, is meant for an 
audience; therefore, poetry is not beautiful until it has 
produced some effect upon the reader~ The result is one of 
pleasure, but a. "pleasure which is at once the most intense, 
-
5 
the most elevating, and the most pure~" Beauty in poetry, 
therefore, is that whiCh produces 1n the reader a pleasure of 
a very high order~ That is the reason that Poe says that it 
must be an "elevation· of soul," not an elevation of "intellect, 
or "heart~" 
Although I have never found, either 1n Poe or in any of 
the interpreters of Poe criticism, clear definitions for his 
three key words, I feel that they serve my purpose~ For 
poetry to maintain its effect of beauty, it should not be 
purely intellectual, although, as Poe points out, intellect 1n 
proper proportion can serve "in elucidation, or aid in general 
effect.'' The job of poetry is not to give facts, equations, 
~ 
or miscellaneous information. 
For it is not by writing in verse or prose 
that the historian and the poet are distinguished; 
the work of Herodotus might be versified, but it 
would still be a species of history, no less with 
metre than without~ They are distinguished by 
this---that the one relates what has been, the 
other what might be~ On this account poetry is 
a more philosophical and a. more excellent thing 
than history; for poetry is chiefly conversant 
about general truth, history about particular~ 
from The Poetics - Aristotle 
Aristotle's historian is one who deals with the intellectual 
alone, or that part of the intellectual which, in itself or 
by itself', cannot be poetic beauty, or poetry at all, for t.hat 
matter~ It. is a very special and high order of the intellec-
tual which ean aid the "general effect" of beauty 1n poet.ry, 
"' 
and that. is what. Aristotle calls the "philosophical~" This 
is only one aspect of poetic beauty; it. is the subject. matter 
6 
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of poetry, uni versa.l truth~ Poe, probably, would be unwilling 
to carry the concession that far~ 
Poe's second key word is "heart." He feels that the 
poetic effect of beauty must rise above passion, and again I 
would agree with him~ For me, the word "heart" contains the 
earthly passions or emotions of men, which never, i~ them-
selves, can be separated from the animal and therefore contain 
a kind of non-philosophical amorality~ "Heart," then, by 
itself or for the sake of itself, cannot rise to that 
"elevation" which the greatest poetical effect must produce. 
However, it oan, like "intellect," serve by way or "contrast" 
- - ~ 
' or .. elucidation," when properly incorporated in: the poem. 
7 
well as in his appreciation of art'~ 
A question arises, howevers "Why, if man is endowed with 
'soul,' does he err, both 1n his life and 1n his appreciation 
of poetic beauty?" Simply because his "intellect" and his 
"heart" confuse his "soul." The reason that confusion is so 1 
easy is t.ha.t, actually, "soul" is not separated from the other I 
two, but is something of an outgrowth of both, never quite 
divorcing itself from its parents. In fact, poetry, which 
poses as the language of the "soul,"- expresses itself through 
"" -
the language of the "intellect" and of the 11hea.rt" and is 
-
received into the "soul" through the other two~ Why is this 
so? 
Man, on the one hand, is a physical being~ It is through 
his senses, those of sight, smell, hearing, taste, and touch, 
that he learns the facts of living~ Language, which helps 
him store these facts conveniently, is a clever invention, 
related to intellectual power~ Through the senses, working 
upon his rational mind, and by means of language, man learns 
easily to distinguish cat from dog, tree from bush, heat from 
cold~ These are physical facts which can be expressed in the 
language of denotation. Here there is an interplay of "heart" 
and "intellect." At the root o'f "heart" are the senses in 
...... .... ..... ,..., 
greater proportion; at the root of "intellect" is the rational 
mind in greater proportion---reeling on the one hand and 
denotative thinking on- the other~ Through man's basic 
instincts, he can love as an animal, hate as an animal---in 
8 
general, live by passion alone~ Through his power to 
recognize the facts of the world and translate them into words j 
he can collect data and record history---in general, function 
denotati vely ~ In these processes, however, "soul" has not 
made an appearance; yet, it is from the animal-robot that the 
angel springs. When the human, through the senses and reason, 
begins to understand abstraction, he has begun to win his 
"soul~" 
When man says no more, "There is a girl," but expresses 
and understands, "I love her," and his love is something more 
than animal attraction, he has begun to think abstractly 1n 
the language of connotation. And if he recognizes that the 
beauty or his love is something more than that which is 
contained in a girl's facial and physical characteristics, 
he is beginning to grasp for something which no denotative 
words can express~ His 11 soul" not only sees that one girl is 
more beautiful than another, but he can visualize perfect 
beauty which no earthly creature by herself owns. It is this 
inexplicable quality in man which makes him build more grace-
ful buildings, paint landscapes which improve upon nature, 
and pray to a God wham .he has never seen. This is the gift 
of imagination, the expression of the "soul," ideal reality. 
Thus man rises above "heart" and "intellect, 11 but always 
through them and never without their help. 
The poet. is that man, as Aristotle says in !a! Poetics, 
who somehow, because of a divine gift, is able to see and 
I 
I 
I 
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t xpress the perfection which nature is constantly, but vainly, 
trying to achieve·~ Similarly he talks to the "soul" of man 
in the language of the "soul"; this is neither the language 
- -
of the "heart" nor of the "intellect~" Somehow he manages to 
express the inexpressible, and the effect is beauty. 
Beauty, then, is the prime standard of poetry. In fact, 1 
I may venture to say, it is its only standard~ If certain / 
writings fall below the aesthetic minimum---and, here, one I 
I 
falls back upon the uncertain, butnecessary, problem of I 
I 
individual taste--then, these efforts cannot be termed poetry• I 
What is poetry for some will not be poetry for others, but 
again I maintain that there will always be a certain body of 
material whiah will be appreciated as poetry, if given time I 
and critical scrutiny. Over a period of years, certain poems I 
will satisfy the universal aesthetic maximum of the majority--- ~ 
but, by majority, I mean only those who have developed mature I 
critical tastes~ 
If beauty is the central standard of poetry, then all the 
other standards depend upon it, or, to put it another way, 
serve in the achievement of it·~ How can the poet achieve 
beauty? This involves a discussion of subject matter and 
method o~ presentation• 
John Keats, in ~ .Qn ~ Grecian JI!:n, tells that: 
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; • • • 
I I agree with the poet that the most beautiful and most 
I 
I' 
10 
elevating of things can never be voiced; yet, the job of 'the II 
poet is to express 'the inexpressible 'to 'the beat of his abilityil 
realizing 'that whatever he seta down can always be said better I 
and that ultimate perfection can never be reached~ Language 
is the poet's only vehicle, in spite of the limitations of 
words; therefore, it is his desire to squeeze the best out of 
language; 1n fact, to find new and better meanings out of the 
old symbols and thus create original communication to say, 1n 
a comprehensible way, great things which have never been said 
before~ The poet is not so muCh the one who achieves the 
ultimate as the one who aspires and comes closest to it·~ The 
great artist, in his self-acknowledged failure, pushes back 
the atat!c horizon which "intellect" and "heart" have set~ 
~ ~ 
Thus he is the enemy of dogmatism, self-satisfaction, and 
prejudice which plague the little man with all the answers~ 
The poet is truly a sear.oher~ 
or again: 
That low man seeks a little thing to do, 
Sees it and does its 
This high man, with a great thing "to pursue, 
Dies ere he knows it. 
That low man goes on adding one to one 
His hundred's soon hit: 
This high man, aiming at a million, 
Misses an unit. · 
That, has the world here---should he need the next, 
Let the world mind him! 
This, throws himself on God, and unperplexed 
Seeking shall find Him. 
from ~ Grammarian's Funeral - Robert Browning 
11 
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Ah, but a man's reach should exceed his grasp, 
Or what's a heaven ~or? 
from Andrea del Sarto - Robert Browning 
i 
What is the subject matter o~ the poet? 
li 
I Basically, it is j 
everything---everything, that is, which will elevate the soul 
to a vision or beauty~ It is not statement or fact, rather 
an insight into super-fa.ot~ Not the finding of a static law, 
so much as the realization that divine law is flexible and 
limitless·. The poet is never satisfied with proved answers 
at the human level; he seeks constantly to find new questions 
which lead him closer to an ever receding, superhuman, and 
immortal truth, whatever that might be~ The great poet, it 
seems to me, believes in the perfectibility o~ man, but in a 
boundless ever-striving perfectibility, which 1n itself is a 
paradox, yet nevertheless true.~ Poetry is a pathway to the 
ultimate, but not the ultimate itself'~ If one can conceive 
of in~1nity in the universe, then one gets an idea of the 
"l1m11iation" of the poet, who ~eels that man is as infinite 
- 0 
as the macJ.Acosm in which he lives~ All the world in endless 
motion and 1n endless aspiration is the province of the poet~ 
.Beauty or soul has the power to encompass this field or 
li 
t 
I 
I 
I 
subject matter~ Poe's "intellect" and 11heart 11 cannot, however, 
since one is limited to denotative reason-ing upon concrete 
matters and the other is confined to rulings limi'lied 'b:( the !J 
senses'~ No wonder, then, that the poet writes of the mysteriou~ 
forces in nature, its ever-ohamg1ng beauty and its strange · 
12 
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seasonal cycles---in it there may be some hint of immortality, 
the universal quest! 
Flower 1n the crannied wall, 
I pluck you out of the crannies, 
I hold you here, root and all, in my hand, 
Little flower---but if I could understand 
What you are, root and all, ·and all in all, 
I should know what God and man is. 
Flower !g ~ Crannied Wall - Alfred Lord Tennyson 
It would be a mistake to call this ttnature poetry~tt The 
flower, denotatively, is just a flower, perhaps a common 
dandelion, taraxacum offieinate~ Tennyson is not limited to 
the facts of botany~ He perceives in this simple, little 
bloom---one that perhaps all men know--the answers to 
several tremendous and soul-shaking secrets: that ot life, 
that of immortality, and that of Go~~ But he gives no 
answers, no definitions& he merely excites the soul into a 
realization that the basic questions are there~ No thinking 
man can ever look at a flower 1n quite the same way . again~ 
If the poet wrote for the flower's sake alone, botanically, 
then he would not have written a poem~ 
Incidentally, Flower 1n the Crannied Wall is not one of 
my favorite poems, for the simple reason that. to me, it falls 
far short or ultimate beauty~ Its language is too close to 
that of statement, but, because of the standards I have set 
up, I have to admit that it is, in respect t .o subject matter, 
a poem---one, perhaps, of a lower order~ 
Returning to the problem of content, the poet writes 
13 
about all things about which there are important questions-; 
the haunting beauty of' women, which photography can never 
reproduce; the unfathomable depth of love, ·.: which never 
reduces itself to formula; the Wisdom of man, which is as 
limitless as the sky; the love of God, whose mysteries have 
never been solved~ The poet. is not necessarily a.n optimist 
or a positivist'~ There are great, unan~swered questions in 
man's bestiality, hate, and love of' destruction; 1n nature's 
ca-tastrophes; in morality•s paradoxes; and in fate's v1nd12!ve-
. 1\ 
nasa~ The poet may criticize cruelly, punish vehemently, 
question cynically, and torture brutally; but only because he 1 
Wishes man and the world were better~ If' man can rise to 
the angels, why does he so easily descend to the beast? If 
God has the power of good, why must evil prevail? If love 
can inspire, why is it so close to hate? Pain itself has its 
pleasures, and melancholy its .delights! 
Scr little cause for carolings 
Of such ecstatic sound 
Was written on terrestrial things 
Afar or nigh around 
That I could think there trembled through 
-His happy good~ght air 
Some blessed hope, whereof he knew 
And I was unaware~ 
from The Darkling Thrush - Thomas Hardy 
' All through Thomas Hardy's poetry, through its pessimistic 
philosophy and agony over the world's lot, there shines a hope 
1 
and sincere desire that things were not so~ I don't 'think any 
man, any poet, desired more wholeheartedly for a purpose, for 
14 
a guid1ng light, than Hardy~ He had a dark view of the world, 
but never lost sight of the star~ 
The subject matter of poetry is essentially philosophy, 
but philosophy without practical answers·~ As I have said 
before, poetry does not seek to give answers, but to give 
deeper insight into ideal truth through questioning~ Perhaps 
poetry can make philosophers out of mere men and bring them 
closer to practical truth~ ~t the minute that life reduces 
itself to a system, there will be a poet who will put the 
system to the test and look beyond the man-made bomdaries~ 
The true poet will never conform, for he is essentially an 
incorrigible pioneer~ 
Similarly, the subject matter of poetry is religion, but 
religion without dogmatism• The poet can never be a slave to 
ritual~ The Bible is, for the most part, a great book of 
poetry because it has so many facets and lends itself to 
infinite interpretations·~ But should its great and beautiful 
truths be systematized, they become, as far as the poet is 
concerned, mere shadows of themselvesr~· 
For these reasons I disagree With Poe, when he says, 1n 
I Iru! Philosophy .Qf. Composition, after careful deduction, that I\ 
1 "• • e the death, then, of a beautiful woman is, unquestion-
1 ~ I ably, the most poetical topic 1n the world---" I disagree 
more with the limitations of scope, than with his choice of 
material'~ His topic is universal, is moving, is elevating to 
the soul, but it is not necessarily "the most poetical." It 
15 
may be for him, at that particular moment, and perhaps that is 
what he means~ If his statement were taken as law, and all 
poets wrote exclusively about the death of beautiful women, 
it would be a sad state of affairs in the world of poetry.~ 
Poetry, by its very nature, is a slave to nothing, except 
perhaps to the eternal search for truth and beauty~ 
If Shelley, when he says that "Poets are the 1.macknow-
-
ledged legislators of the world," means that poets can give 
answers to political or ethical problems, then I cannot agree 
with h~~ But if he means, as I would like to think he does, 
that poets point out new avenues of thought and ways down 
endless paths which lead toward possible truth, then I agree 
with him~~ Poetry is never a statement of fact, but an arrow 
shot into an uncharted sky of abstract thought; poets are not 
oracles, but men endowed with a peculiar desire to question 
the obvious, the accepted, or the unknown, and deepen the 
dream of pertection~ 
I hope that I have no·t given the impression that the 
poet is destructive or that he believes in nothing~ Quite 
on the contrary~ He may be a dissenter, but he is never a 
nihilist·~ If he questions existing dogma, law, or scientific 
formulae, it is that he refuses to accept these as ultimate 
answers~ He cannot abide staticism or blind belief~ For this 
reason, :he would be the last man to rule a country or lead a 
faction~ If all men were poets, the world would be one of 
two things, chaos or utopia~ The poet is convinced of great, 
16 
universal truths, none of which has ever been explained 
scientifically or denotatively: the perfectibility of man, 
the mysteries of natural beauty, love, immortality, progress~ 
If he says that these are impossible to human achievement 
or if he denies them outright, it is not that he thinks they 
are false, but that man, because of his peculiar make-up, 
cannot in his particular generation achieve them·~ The poet 
weeps because of their inaccessibility, not because of their 
lack of truth'~ The very fact that man can conceive of ideal 
reality forces the poet to investigate this strange and 
universal human idiosyncrast~ In terms of these eternal 
questions, the subject matter of poetry is the whole 1.1lliverse'~ 
Tqe next problem to be discussed is that of presentation. 
Simply, how does the poet express himself, what is his medium 
of communication, and what are the standards involved? 
As was previously stated or implied, in reference to 
Keats's Ode gn ~Grecian~~ the greatest works of art have 
been left unsaid, unpainted, uncomposed, in the imaginations 
of the masters~ The poet, like his fellow artist, has 
probably had visions of far greater and finer masterpieces 
than he can or ever will express~ But since a poet cannot be 
called poet until a critical or appreciative audience can 
pass on him, he is forced into some kind of communicative 
process·~ He does not exist without someone to read his 
efforts, for unfortunately the world will never know of those 
greats who failed,for some reason or another, to put their 
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genius in~o some unders~andable medium: 
Perhaps 1n ~his neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
• • • Some mute inglorious Mil~on • • • 
from Elegy - Thomas Gray 
All great ar~ can be called poe~ry, in the general sense, if 
it achieves ~he standards previously outlined in the discussion 
on subject matter; however, I am limiting my field to poetry 
in the verbal sense---that is, I am talking about poetry 
which uses language as its vehicle·.; 
Following the reasoning of the earlier part of this 
essay, it becomes obvious that. the language used by the poet 
is controlled by the subject matter~ In tact, in the great 
poem, material and words become fused into a unity which 
cannot be dissected~ Since the symbols, which are words, 
contain meaning, it is quite obvious that the very essence or 
the soul of the word cannot be cut out~ The word "pig," for 
~ 
instance, will always stand for something, depending on its 
context---an animal, a dirty animal, dirt itself, or a 
slovenly person:~ When the word is used, the listener or 
, reader immediately translates the sotmd or symbol 1n~o a 
picture or an idea'~ One can destroy the meaning only by 
changing the word, "gip" or "ipg" or "igp," etc.---that is, 
~ 
by reducing it to a nonsense sormd; this does not mean, 
however, that one has the word without its meaning·~ It is 
clear, then, that language is such only when it communicates 
ideas~ 
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The problem at hand, however, involves the kind of 
language which must be used to convey ideas which are beauti-
ful, elevating to the soul. It cannot be the denotative 
language of the "intellect" or of the 11heart"--- that of 
- ~ ~ ~ 
history, science, or philosophy proper---yet, strangely 
enough, it has virtually the same vocabulary~ The task of the 
poet is not to invent new words, though at times he does, but 
to use the standard words 1n a new manner~ Out of prose he 
must create poetry; out of the language of statement he must 
create something which will communicate beauty~ This is a 
difficult process, but not as insurmountable as it may seem. 
Even the most .denotative words, like 11 pig11 quoted above, have 
connotations'~ It is with this language of suggestion that the 
poet starts~ 
Because poetry gives impressions, the words 
which we choose to convey our imaginings should 
be words that create impressions: suggestive 
or associative words, words tha.t .appeal to the 
senses--- sight, sound, touch, taste, smell. 
Abstract, vague or general words, such as 
goodness, philosophy, misrepresentation~ virtue, 
institution, length, co~ruity, do not create 
definite impressions'~ en our poets use them, 
they make them objective at onc.e by images 
expressed 1n concrete words·~ They never use 
them to explain a concrete thing • • ~ 
from The Hollow ~ - J.~ary J. J. Wrirm 
Certain th~gs about poetic language are clear. Since the 
poet is trying to express elevated abstractions so that the 
audience may understand, he cannot (l) use concrete language 
to express concrete ideas, since the denotative is not his 
subject matter; he cannot (2) use abstract language to express 
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abstract ideas, since this process leads only to greater 
confusion; he cannot (3) use abstract language to convey 
concrete things, for this merely leads to confusion over 
matell"ial which is not his province anyway; thus, there 
remains only the choice of (4) using concrete language to 
convey abstract thoughts:~ In a sense, then, this last 
process is a completely new expression, neither concrete nor 
abstract, but a paradoxical fusion of the two~ 
Since the v.ery first desire of the poet is to be heard 
and understood, he must talk to his audience in a language 
which is within· their grasp, especially since his subject 
matter is essentially beyond their immediate experience. No 
one likes to be confused, and the ideas of poetry tend to be 
difficult and hard to assimilate, so the poet has the task 
of meeting his audience on some kind of common territory, 
which is obviously that of a common experience and a common 
vocabulary~ In a sense, the poet bribes his audience into 
reading by using words from ·-,.a universal store; more, he 
presents them in a pleasing and exciting manner, again to win 
over those whom he wishes to impress from the point of view 
of ideas~ The question now at hand is obviously: How does 
he achieve this initial step? 
At this point in my essay, it would seem proper to 
digress for a moment to state that what follows must be a 
much more personal statement than anything which has preceded. 
What I have said about subject matter is based, in general, 
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upon the belief that the longings of the soul are universal, 
but the presentation of the new mat'erial, being a much more 
specific problem, depends on individual taste or interpreta-
tion~ The universality of love With all its ramifications, 
for instance, cannot easily be denied as a topic for poetry, 
but the manner of presenting love 1n a specific poem is a 
matter of individual interpret;ation·~ The standards which 
follow, therefore, are those which I, personally, consider 
the best, colored by my tastes and experience, as well as 
limited by my narrow and perhaps undeveloped views of the 
problems involved~ I shall, naturally, try to be honest, but 
honest in a purely personal way, realizing that others will 
disagree-~ 
I have said that the poet must .appeal to his audience by 
meeting him on a common ground of experience and vocabulary, 
bribing the reader into a fuller understanding of his own 
hidden soul an-d that of the universe'~ The easiest point of 
attack is through the senses, it seems to m&.~ What man has 
not seen with the eye or touched with the hand? But the 
poet attempts, through the "visual," to have man "see" beyond 
his common, everyday experience·~ If the poet does not rise 
above the purely physical, the sensuous, then he has bogged 
down in the limited area of "heart," and fails to achieve that 
elevation of the soul which is necessary to beauty. 
It becomes obvious, after looking over a few poems, that 
poets are constantly appealing to the senses'~ Sight, man's 
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:t 
observation through the eyes, because of its wide range of 
possibilities and variations, is widely used~ Color, light 
and shade, motion, forms, composition are wtthin man's 
immediate scope~ 
The yellow leaves begin to fade 
And flutter from the Temple elms, 
And at my feet the pale green Thames 
Lies like a rod of rippled jade~ 
from Symphony in Yellow - Oscar Wilde 
The poet may appeal to the sense of taste. 
And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep, 
In blanched linen, smooth, and lavendered, 
While he from forth the closet brought a heap 
01: candied apple, quince, and plum; and gourd; 
With jelliea soother than the creamy curd, 
And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon; 
Manna and dates, in argosy transferred 
From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one, 
From silken Sa.marcand to cedared Lebanon~ 
:rrom ~ Eve .Qi: St~ Asnes - JoJ:m Keats 
He may appeal to the sense of touch~ 
Now terror touches me when I 
Dream I am touching a butter:f"ly~ 
from The Enamel Girl - Genevieve Taggard 
- -
The sense of smell is .less widely used, yet there are a 
few instances in poetry o:r a specialized type, such as William 
Carlos Williams's Smell~ For some reason, the Anglo-Saxon 
mind has considered this sense rather unpoetic. 
Our whole English tradition neglects smell• 
In English, the nose ~s still something of an in-
delicate organ, and I am not so sure that 1 ts use 
is not regarded as somewhat sensual·~ Our Literary 
pictures, our poetic landscapes are things to hang 
on the mind • s wall, things for the eye•~ Frenoh 
letters are more indulgent to the nose; one can 
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scarcely read ten lines of any French verse 
without encountering the omnipresent, the 
inevitable parfum~ And here the French · are 
right, for though the eye is the human master 
sense and chief aesthetic gate, the creation 
of a mood or of a moment of earth poetry is a 
rite for which other senses may be properly 
invoked~ ot all such appeals to sensory re-
collection, none are more powerful, none open 
a wider door in the brain than an appeal to 
the nose~ It is a sense that every lover of 
the elemental world ought to use, and, using, 
enjoy~ We ought to keep all senses v~brant 
and alive~ Had we done so, we should never 
have built civilization which outrages them, 
which so outrages them, indeed, that a vicious 
circle has been established and the dull sense 
grown duller~ 
from The Outermost House - Henry Baston 
When a poet appeals to the senses, he assumes that the 
reader has had previous experiences in seeing, tasting, 
touching, and smelling~ In eaah case he throws a fresh and 
new interpretation on an old experience; he makes the reader 
"see" things forgotten or things never "seen" 1n terms of 
common, sense experience·~ The poet deepens and widens 
appreciation, through his greater insight and the audience's 
common knowledge·~ It may be noticed that the sense of 
hearing has been omitted and for a very good reason. The 
other senses are appreciated, in poetry that is, only vica-
riously~ The poet gives a word picture or a word sensation 
in terms of previous sight, taste, touch, and smell experiences~ 
He may, naturally, describe sounds as he does the other senses: 
Among your heart-shaped leaves 
Orange orioles like music-box birds and sing 
Their little weak soft songs; ••• 
from Lilacs ~ Amy Lowell 
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But, because words have actual sounds, he can appeal directly 
to the reader's ear; actually, the poetry o:f words is all 
sound:~ 
This takes me back to Poe's statement that poetry is 
the "rhythmical creation of beauty~" The word "rhythmical" 
- -implies a good deal concerning the mechanics of presentation, 
including t.he standard poetical accompaniments of metre, 
stress, and rhyme~ Should a poem contain these auditory 
pleasures? Not necessarily~ Should a poem, furthermore, 
contain alliteration, assonance, and onomatopoeia? Not 
necessarily~ Like Coleridge, I would say that these poetic 
devices are needed only when the subject matter calls for 
them:~ A poem which has metre and rhyme 1 but fails 1 1n its 
content., to elevate the soul is mere verse; it is only when 
these auditory devices :fuse with the idea o:f the poem and by 
their combination create beauty that they are legitimate at 
all. 
The presentation o:f a poem allies itself closely to 
music, an art which, since the dawn o:f creation, has always 
had a great influence an the auditory aspects of poetry~ The 
earliest poetic attempts, the Orphic songs, were either words 
accompanied by music or music embellished with words~ The 
most primitive tribes have their music, drum rhythms and 
patterns, which seems to pr~ the universal appeal of this 
medium o:f expression~ Since the poet is trying to gain an 
audience, is it not natural that he has chosen to express 
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himself in the universal language of music? His first appeal 
is to the ear, even though it is not his ultimate purpose~ 
I would say that all poetry is musical or should be 
musical'~ Without going into a lengthy discussion of the pros 
and cons of metre, rhyme, etc~, I Will repeat that the subject 
matter of a poem, 1n general, determines the presentation 
devices to be used~ Just as in music, compositions range 
from the hi'ghly rhythmical to more subtle metronomic devi·ces, 
so do poems·~ Symphonies have stricter patterns than tone 
poems; sonnets have stricter patterns than free vera&~ 
Instruments of the orchestra attempt to recall the sounds of 
birds; words like "murmur" and "gush" try to imitate sounds 
1n nature---however, music and poetry need not attempt onoma-
topoetic tri eke-~ The composer and the poet use these auditory 
devices to achieve effects demanded, they are convinced, by 
the nature of their total musical or poetic desires. Natural-
ly, the poet, like the composer, is at the mercy of the critic, 
who may feel that a certain poem is inferior because of too 
great or too alight emphases on items aimed to please the ear'~ 
Poe, himself, carried the music of poetry to extremes, so that 
in ~ Bells, for instance, he is writing neither music nor 
poetry·• He becomes so interested in musical effects that he 
forgets the poetic necessity of elevating the soul---The 
ringing of golden, silver, brass, and iraxbells would create 
better and purer music than his words: ~ Annabel ~~ on the 
other hand, achieves his desired poetic effect far better, 
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because "the music fuses with the idea successfully·~ Without 
carrying "the discussion of auditory requisites in poetry 
further, I can summarize by saying that a poet should use 
them in whatever quantity or intensity he wishes, controlled, 
as always, by the total poetic effect he is trying to achieve~ 
.~other Poe requisite to which I subscribe is the 
necessity for brevity in the poem---especially 1n the lyric 
which happens to be my fav.orite form of expression~ 
If any literary work is too long to be read at 
one sitting; we must be content to dispense 
with the immensely important effect derivable 
from unity of impression---for, if two sittings 
be required, the affairs of the world inter-
fere, and eVIJrything like totality is at once 
destroyed·~ .But since, ceteris pari bus, no poet 
can afford to dispense with anything that may 
advance his design, it but remains to be seen 
whether there is, in extent, any advantage to 
counterbalance the loss of unity which attends 
it~ Here I say no, at once·~ What we "term a 
lang poem is, in fact, merely a succession of 
brief ones---that is to say, of brief poetical 
effects·~ I't is needless to demonstrate tha"t a 
poem is·such1 only inasmuch as i"t intensely 
excites, by elevating, the soul; and all 1nt~nse 
exci"t$men"ts are, through a psychal necessity, 
brief\~ 
from ~ Philosophy g! Composition - Edgar Allan Poe 
To me., the very nature of poetry--its riclmess, its essential 
abstractness of idea, and i"ts sustained concreteness of 
expression---demands compactness~ This belief necessarily 
makes me feel "that a poet like Emily Dickinson is far superior 
to one like Walt Whitman~ No poem, even a brief one, can be 
all poetry, however, but a sustained e~fec"t should be the goal. 
Perhaps Coleridge 1n B1ographia Li"teraria has came closest to 
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~he ~ru~h when he says: 
~ • ~ In short, wha~ever specific import we at~ach 
~o 'the word, l'oe~ry, 'there will be fotmd involved 
in i~, as a necessary consequence, tha~ a poem of 
any length neither can · be, nor ough~ to be, all 
poetry~ Yet if an harmonious whole is ~o be pro-
duced, the remaining parts must be preserved in 
keeping with the poe~ry; ·~ •• 
This is his argument 1n favor of metre and rhyme as a binding 
element, yet, I still maintain·. that in the shorter poem there 
is less room for non-poetic intervals---and perhaps, too, it 
proves that poe~ry with less stress on metre and no rhyme can 
legi~imately be attempted 1n a poem which is brief·~ 
The final aspect of presentation to be discussed is that 
of metaphor~ It was s-tated earlier that, because of the 
abstract nature of poetry's subject, ma't'ter, concrete language 
should be used to bridge 'the gap bet,ween the poet's ideas and 
'the audience's un1 versal knowledge of 'the . world of experience:~ 
The term concrete language does not re.fer to a specific 
vocabulary---for every poet has a word store of his own--bu~ 
to words which s~and as symbols for object,s which, at one time 
or another, have caused sense experiences 1n the daily lives 
of the projected audience·~ If the poet is trying to convey 
an original idea or some fresh aspect of an old one~ he cannot 
expect the reader to understan-d him unless the vocabulary is 
original or fresh~ The poe~ cannot invent :bew words, unless 
the new somehow ties up with something already known; he carmot 
talk abstractly because the reader will immediately apply his 
own personal connotations---those he is used to---to the poet's 
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words~ The only method which the poet can use to produce 
the desired effect is to lend a new meaning to the abstract 
idea by talking about i~ in terms of something concrete 
\'thich has fairly universal and constant connotations'~ Jl.l-
thottgh the imaginations of men are infinitely variable, their 
senses have much 1n common; therefore, the poetic metaphor 
has its basis in sense impressions~ 
An example, I hope, will clarify my meaning~ A poet 
wishes to convey his love for a beautiful woman.; Although 
an old theme, it is original if the writer can put across 
three new things: (1) his identity, whiCh is like no one 
else's; (2) the specific and personal type of love involved; 
and (3) the special type of beauty, which is like no other 
woman's'.; If the poet merely says, "I love a woman," the 
~ 
reader will identify the "I" with himself, the love with his 
own experience in that field, and the woman With some de-
sirable female of his acquaintance·~ It is true that "I love 
.... 
a woman" is more poetic that "a male is attracted to a. female" 
- ~ 
or "x plus y," simply because the voca.blilla.ry of the first 
- -is more personal anu therefore more connotative---however, it 
is too abstract and confusing to accomplish t.he "new" effect 
which the poet is t.rying to conve~.; But the poet writes this: , 
0 my Luve's like a red, red rose 
That's newly sprung in June: 
0 my Luve's like a melodie 
That's sweetly play1 d in~ tune! 
from ~ ~~ Red ~ - Robert Bums 
Burns talks about very concrete things: the color red, the 
rose, growth in spring, the month of Jtme, a. melody played 
in tune; most people know what he is talking about because 
all these things are universally familiar to them~ Each may 
react in his own way, but there is a good deal of common 
ground between variant reactions~• Still, in combination 
with the word "love," these other warda tell of Burns • s 
personal experience in a new way, 1n spite of the fact that 
there is not one unfamiliar object or experience involved.; . 
The "red, red'' conveys connotations that the color has ac-
quired through the ages, richness, heat, depth, vividness, 
et~~. while the repetition of the word conveys intensity~ The 
rose has always been the queen of flowers, noble yet delicate, 
fine in texture, sweetly perfumed, lush-- -a prize among lesser · 
blooms~  It is especially attractive when it is newly opened 
in spring---in its youth it is most beautiful and fresh; June 
is the month closely tied up with love~ There is little need 
to carry the analysis further~ Burns has said it his way, a 
new way, but by expressing the inexpressible in terms of 
concrete sensations and vocabulary, he has managed to make the 
reader feel, to some degree at least, his own feelingsr~ More, 
he has elevated the soul of his audience to a vision of great 
beauty, which could not be expressed 1n any other way~ 
It follows, then, that I believe metaphor to be one of the 
standards of poetrye The poet should strive, naturally, to 
achieve a new vocabulary and not ape the methods of others, 
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since he is trying to make the audience experience new 
visions of beauty~ This problem of originality, which 
involves the real imaginative genius of the poet, is a most 
difficult one, for imitation is the easiest solution to 
poetic expresaiOl'l'~ I, like many who try to write poetry, 
find myself constantly battling against the use of old 
poetical tricks, and defeat is too:-:.6ft.en my reward!~ . If the 
poet has something to say and can finn a new language to 
convey his ideas, he is truly a poet and not merely an 
imitator or a writer of verses~ 
A good deal of this essay has been based on Edgar Allan 
Poe's theories concerning poetry, but I want to make it clear 
that I agree with him only up to a certain point·~ His over-
all stand, it seems to me, is far too limited~ 
To him the poet's business is to concentrate on 
the 11 poem simply for the poem's sake"; to create 
the poem, not to teach a moral by it-or transcribe 
an experiencer~ For by means of the beauty created 
by the poet the soul will be pleasurably elevated 
and may indeed even catch a glimpse of the 
supernal beautt•· Since Poe excluded morality and 
truth from the category of beauty, his own poetry, 
designed to arouse the reader's soul to the con-
templation of beauty, is limite~• By intent it 
contains none of the "impurities" of didactic, 
reflective, imagistic., e..nd metaphysical verse:~ 
from The Great. Critics - Smith and Parks 
I do not personally understand why poetry should be limited, · 1 
I if it fulfills the very flexible standards which I have 
outlined~ Poetry need not be didactic---it is not supposed 
to teach facts anyway---but beauty may reveal, and should 
reveal, truth or greater insight into experience~ Since it 
questions the world as it is and knocks at the door of the 
unknown, it should develop and deepen man's perception and 
methods of knowing~ It is never a system, a ritual, or a 
body of knowledge, but it may be a revelation---and in this 
sense it goes beyond "art for art's sake" or "beauty for 
beauty' a sake'~ 11 
One of A. E. Housman's most beautiful lyrics from 
~ Shr~pshire Lad will serve as an example of what I consider 
supreme poetic expression~ I will let the reader judge 
whether the standards of this essay are apparent in the poem·~ 
Loveliest of trees, the cherry now 
Is hung with bloom along the bough, 
Anu stands about the woodland ride 
Wearing white for Eastertide~ 
Now, of my threescore years and ten, 
Twenty will not come again, 
And take from seventy springs a score, 
It only leaves me fifty more~ 
And since to look at things in bloom 
Fifty springs are little room, 
About the woodlands I will go 
To see the cherry hung with snow~ 
By way of summary I submit a passage from Coleridge's 
Btographia Literaria---a passage which says what I believe 
perhaps better than Poe: 
The poet, described in ideal perfection, brings 
the whole soul-\of man into activity, with the sub-
ordination of its faculti·es to each other according 
to their relative worth anu dignity~ He diffuses 
a tone and spirit of unity, that blends, and (as 
it were) fuses, each into each, but that synthetic 
and magical power, to which I would exclusively 
appropriate the name of Imagination~ This power, 
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first put into action by the Will and under-
standing, and retained under their irremissive, 
though gentle and unnoticed, · control, laxis 
ef'fertur habenis (is swept along with reins 
foose), reveals itself 1n the balance of 
opposite or discordant qualities: of sameness 
with difference; of the general with the 
concrete; the idea with the image; the 
individual with the representative; the sense 
of novelty and freshness with old and 
familiar objects; a more than usual state of 
emotion With a more than usual order; judgment ever awake and steady self-possession 
with enthusiasm and feeling profound or 
vehement; and while it blends and harmonizes 
the natural and artificial, still subordinates 
art to nature; the manner to the matter; and 
our admiration of the poet to our sympathy 
with the poetry~ 
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POEMS 
PARIS IN HADES 
I had three choices to make 
And chose but one---
If I had to do it again, 
I should choose none. 
Power I sought, but feared 
Its consequence; 
Domestic joy is bought 
At some expense! 
Is wisdom worth the price 
One has to pay? 
For ignorance is bliss 
They always say. 
But Helen, though not mine, 
Seemed ecstasys 
I chose without a thought 
For frailty. 
So, for my whim of lust 
Men had to die---
The towers of Ilion toppled, 
And so did I~ 
If I had to choose again 
Under the ann, 
I'd skip the chance of Hades 
And choose none. 
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OLD ATLANTIS 
Old, old Atlan~is, 
Plato's dream and mine, 
Down, . down 'the gulfs of ocean shine---
Old, old Atlantis 
Steeped in watery brine: 
Pearl in the cup of ocean wine---
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FAREWELL 
With gay and cheery step we kicked the leaves 
that lay along our path and plunged beneath 
the overhanging bows of naked trees---
There in the woods, at last, we were alone, 
go.ne from the scene of anger and distress 
where you and I were never meant to be---
at least together-- -so they felt, I know. 
I thought your hand could never lose its warmth, 
nor could your heart beat harder than it did 
when we walked close and silent that fall day. 
But then, as you lay sleeping without dreams, 
a smile of solitude and love upon your lips, 
no fear of their harsh words and cold warnings, 
suddenly, as though the recent past came down 
from nowhere, tumbling in upon me hard, 
I looked upon that tree before us, cold, stark, 
devoid of summer leaves---they lying dead 
around the base of something that perhaps 
gave no assurance it would bloom or bud 
in spring---and I heard familiar echoes 
of voices which we had dreaded so long, 
like winds playing bare-knuckled through the hard tWigs 
of that strange monster of the desert-woods. 
The whole thing rose so clearly, and I knew 
as I had never known before that we 
could not escape the tree nor the sounds 
that beat in its dead spines•--and the dubious 
promise of spring was too remote~ So, I, 
not even turning, for fear of waking you, 
left---
And so, this, though lame, is the reason---
and if you saw that tree when you awoke 
as I had, at that moment, you would agree. 
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LIGHTS OUT 
In this great year of what I hardly know, 
In this strange month of all I cannot tell, 
In this brief week of woDaly ebb and flow, 
On this one day without a parallel, 
All lights went out, so candles burned again~ 
The taper is a light I•ve hardly known; 
Such almost-darkness should be sensed by men 
Who have forgotten how to be alone 
And cling to all that's not and not what's all. 
As for myself, the minutes were too few, -
Too short to dream, just long enough to call 
A ghost of something batter than I knew 
Before the lights went out and "now" was gone, 
A broken fragment when the lights went on~ 
TRI:lTHS AND NUMBERS 
The common computation 
That two times two is four 
Has seldom taxed the memory 
Or bothered me before~ 
And thus in mathematics 
One plus one makes often two, 
Unless the matter's marriage 
And I am one with you. 
The shortest distance twixt two points 
Is one straight, narrow line, 
Although this true experience 
Has never quite been mine~ 
A plus and plus make plus, 
But a plus and minus not---
o.\s a child and a. pupil 
I accepted what I got. 
Of truths and numbers both 
Now at times I'm a.pt to think 
That instead of blind devotion 
They deserve a doubting wink~ 
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MIXED !-1ETAJ?HOR---OR SOMETHING 
The slow worm burrows dmin slowly, 
and you and I follow it fast, 
blind as a bat---
mixed metaphor to boot, 
but that ' s in lin~, 
and that ' s that. 
Down serpentine ways, 
where atoms slowly whirl 
unmolested by our wit 
which charred the grass above , 
we , who created hell , 
escape by afterthought. 
What hath God wrought? 
The slow worm burrows at a snail ' s pace---
mixed metaphor to boot, 
but I said that . I I 
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WANTED---QbQ THINGS 
"li'a.nted---used Cars~" 
The price is fair: -
"ToV Cash" for what you own. 
You re giving up the country ride, 
the chance to get away---
For home is best; 
lie down to rest 
and stay~ 
Wanted---used souls 
by an old, old world 
exhausted by its turns 
around the solar universe 
which burns~ 
Wanted---Old hearts 
with one more beat 
left from another age 
to give a lift to a pointless now 
which fades~ 
Wanted---Old oars, old souls, old hearts, 
old trash, old men, old parts 
to populate the tired world 
of tired roads and tired homes 
that sift to~ether with the sand 
through time s unstable glass 
and pass~ 
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FUNERAL 
Better not stay to see~ 
The show around the corner 
costs a dime, 
and celluloid reality 
makes fiction real 
and real fictio.rr sad~ 
Don't stay for me~ 
Better not stay to cry. 
Go hear canned words-- -
listen---
across the street 
a killer-thriller mystery 
makes life and death attractive 
for your patronage 
in smokes and soap-~ 
Please say goodbye·~ 
Better not stay to lean 
against the twisted railing 
ben~ by the madding crowd~ 
The show's no good: 
you see it -better played 
by better men than I, 
much better paid~ 
And you'll see what I mean~ 
So you have stayed to see 
two sweating men, 
who curse the narrow stairs 
and curse the narrow box 
they carry awkwardly. 
They curse the narrow path 
left by the cursing crowd 
who tug and tear the shroud 
to look at me-~ 
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HAlFWAY 
Be~ween the wind and wind-machine, 
Between the forest and the steel, 
The demi-beast lifts up his eye 
And puzzles over what he's seen. 
There's trouble in his half-formed brain 
That made the '·rorld that killed his sons, 
That made the spire and dreamed of peace: 
His demi-heaven, hal:f' ... 1naane~ 
Poor, troubled angel fallen low, 
Cast out of paradise alone, 
A Caliban with Ariel's wings, 
Who walks an earth he can • t quite know~ 
Within the blindness of ·his sight, 
H&lfw~y between the worms and sky, 
He walks the tight-rope he has made 
Between the darkness and the light· ~ 
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Forgot something important---
1-!ust go out---
must leave this room, 
must leave this living tomb 
where corpses move about 
entangled 1n the musty smoke 
that clings sepulchral to the walls 
and stings my throat. 
Excuse me~ Thank you very much. 
Forgot something important---
Must go out---
must leave this place 
where fumes of wine grow stale 
aronnd my empty glass, 
and I, squeezed dry of words, 
smell death upon the surface 
of the lagging talk. 
Had a time! Good night. 
Walked on my neighbor's shroud, 
slumped on upholstered caskets, 
rattled the finger bones 
of my mortician-host • • • 
end undertake to f'ind the path, 
with good intentions, 
that leads out of this hell~ 
Forgot something important---
Must go out~ 
42 
ANNO DOMINI 
History is like sand, 
mrly not of the beach, 
though the waters polish, 
mix salt with the land 
and leave tears---
though the tide as it goes 
back to sleep in the sea 
may never repose---
though the sand on the beach 
rests a six-hour watch, 
it has little to teach 
to me~ 
History is like sand, 
but the sand of the glass 
pinched in the middle 
in some age past 
when the word was made flesh 
in some odd year, 
orr: some odd da~~ 
In eastern lands 
washed by the sea 
that ·washed the sands 
not meant for me, 
I heard a man · 
who'd lived some years, · 
five thousand, less or more, 
who tJlought it odd 
Of God, 
that day, 
to pinch the glass 
of history 
and make a world, · 
quite clear to him, 
quite clear to me! 
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THE BURIED 
The living and the dead 
will have no traffic---
six feet of earth 
according to the custom, 
a name, intaglio, 
carved on the stone 
by some grim carver, 
and flowers, faded violets, 
according to the love 
of yesterday, 
and now forgotten---
Thus, he who thought of death 
as distant--
thus, he who fought the world 
and fought himself---
thus, he whose living death 
was all satanic, 
whose struggle frantic---
Thus, he lies in the quiet night 
of earth and mould, 
sleeps in-: his bones, 
grows old 
beneath the atones 
and faded violets, 
sleeps where the living and the dead 
can have no traffic, 
and dreams no dream~ 
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DOLORES 
Too gold the locks , 
too sweet the face, 
too everything to be today---
Too strong the will 
to love the world, 
except as might have been---
Too true the name, 
too very like 
the sights too often seen---
The name is sorrow---
let it die---
too sweet, too good to stay. 
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BIRD SITTING QN. THE CLOUD 
Christine is four, 
so what she knows of wisdom 
makes mine the leas 
and hers t.he more~ 
The bird sits on the cloud for her, 
though not for me---
though once the bird sat on the cloud 
so I could see---
so I could see the broken moon 
and hear God angry in the sky, 
but that was when---
that was when the thunder was a drum 
and stars the lights of heaven's castle, 
and I walked up the steps of clouds 
to sit. there with the bird---
•. · ... ..: . _1 _ 
All I can say when she points up 
and says the bird sits on the cloud 
is that the bird sits on the cloud 
and that I see---
see, across the years, in ways 
that I knew long ago---
for her the truth of dreams 
for me~ 
46 
THE YOUNG 
The doctor said the old man wouldn't live 
the winter out : too much was wrong with him--
and all the others said that he would die 
before the year was out~ A good thing too, 
poor man·~ He was a little funny in 
the head, for God had come to claim a part 
of him---his soul---before his body went, 
and left a shell of man, a mouth to feed, 
a burden on the tinusehold; silent and grave, 
forever sitting in the same old chair 
before the window, staring at the snow-- -
waiting and looking, looking and waiting! 
They said he waited for the sleigh of death 
to carry him away to rest forever---
And so they hoped it would be over soon---
a blessing for him, although I felt they meant, 
for them---No ane likes the old except 
the very young~ I know because I learned, 
although the others never thought to ask, 
for they were old, really old, and we were young! 
At night I used to dream the queerest dream 
that he was there beside me in the dark, 
hi s heavy hand smoothing down my hair 
as ~f he wanted me to come and talk 
with him·~ Together we would smile and go 
down the quiet stairs, up to his window~ 
And then, it seemed, he talked to me of things 
I'd always thought were real, of elves 
and fairies, flowers, lmights and all the kings 
who r uled before the world had lost their tales~ 
He'd sing to me, sweet songs, I'd never heard, 
about the good things of the earth and sky, 
of birds that nested in the house of winds 
and winds that brought the golden ships to shore, 
of castles where proud maidens played the lute 
and waited for their princes fair to come~ 
Then, wisdom, too, he told me, simple truth, 
as if he knew the good from bad---and God~ 
He breathed of life, where others breathed of death. 
I knew he • d live the winter and the years 
t o come---in me, at least~ I knew and he knew~ 
Each night I met with him---Each day he sat 
alone and watched the others watching him~ 
At times, he'd wink at me, and then I knew 
47 
that dreams were true, and all he'd said was true: 
That life was death for some, and death was not 
for him nor me---The others waited and 
he and I lived each moment full of light. 
As far as human reckoning goes, he 
fooled them all~ He lived the winter out 
into the early sprin~~ He saw 'the snow 
begin to go, and he and I---one day, 
so early no one in the house was ye-t 
astir---'t-ra watched the snowdrops bloom 
and caught the tiny tips of the crocus 
push up the earth---
They found us hand 
in hand~ They said he died that way with me·~ 
Of courser they couldn't understand my smile, 
nor why I d chosen to be with him at all~ 
I count the snowdrops and watch the crocus grow, 
and, nights, I dream as I have always dreamed~ 
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~THIEF 
Death is a thief 
although he steals but very little~ 
The little I will have 
is his---
He need not steal it; 
he owns it anyway~ 
The question is not whom, 
or what, 
or why, 
but when! 
When is what he steals, 
a bit of when, 
or half, or all of it·.; 
How much of when is mine 
I want to know: 
This doubt brands him a thief. 
He can take me 
as he pleases, 
he ca.n take me when, 
yet for all his thieving power,---
a.nd this builds up my self-esteem---
he cannot take my then. 
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I LOVE THE NIGHT 
I love the night. 
Some people fear it, 
but why I cannot tell 
unless they fear tradition's connotations 
of murders, witches, ravens, 
and ignorant intentions. 
To me, this bill of goods is hard to sell, 
for night has always been a friend to me. 
When I was young, 
I used to count the stars or heaven, 
red, blue, and gold, 
and think that God had done some justice 
to His reputation 
as a Prince of old~ 
I have loved silence and quietness, 
the gift of unimpeded thought, 
the chance to sleep, to dream, 
the right to be, 
and freedom, too, to seem~ 
In terms of those who live in darkness---
that is, by artificial day---
who force upon the night 
the glare of manufactured light, 
the evening comes with some dismay 
I fear. 
But night is mystery to me---
I like to live by question---
to see my feet and know I tread the earth 
are hardly worth a mention, 
to walk on clouds 
and feel my way around a corner of the sky 
are worth all compromise 
I have to pay, 
between the hours of six and six, 
when I must let imagination slip 
by day~ 
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FIRST LOVE 
Don't. te 11 me of the loves of youth---
~hey break my hea~~ 
Tell of things tha~ don't matter 
like household quarrels 
and matrimonial patter 
that leads to psychologic nonsense 
and jobs for psychiatric doctors. 
John loves Mary, 
and Mary loves Bill. 
John is his brother 
and loves him still~ 
Go peddle your stories to another ear~ 
Bo sadness is greater 
than youthful tears . 
shed on the eve of disillusion 
that makes the boy the man·~ 
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DUALISM 
What is this monster which within me seeks 
to steal tha be~~er part of all I've tried to be? 
Have I no~ fought ~he midnight shadow-
with ~he star of light and set to flames 
~he meaner par~ of being? 
Down ~, my bowels, I hear the call of ki~es 
and jackals---the screams of carrion beasts---
which play a rowdy chorus, cacophonous, 
when I at~emp~ to orchestrate some harmony-~ 
Sad son of Cain in search of truth, 
forever running from the edge of night, 
on~ foot beyond the boundary of dawn) 
and one forever caught in darkness, 
partial heir to all I hate~ 
Have I not lived by reason and emotion; 
more, walked the parapet between the two 
and fallen on each side at once, illogically? 
Wh~ is the man of middle roads? 
What d!gni ty has he who seems t-o have an answer, 
gives out appear~~ces of a strict control 
and all at once a hypocrite who feels 
the gn-awing at his inward flesh 
.which breeds corruption, attractively? 
There is no answer in surrender to the passions, 
whose pleasant devils, spawns of gravity, 
make me both earthbound and diseased, 
I their protagonist, reluctant champion~ 
What am I, God? What am I, 
bu~ a monster and an angel both, 
caugh~ in a necessary marriage 
of unlikely bedmates, 1ncompa~ible? 
And yet, I live to see myself at war, 
convinced that peace can be~ 
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BOSTON MAGNOLIAS 
Against the brownstone mansions 
the brownstone people go, 
and brownstone street magnolias 
mysteriously grow. 
Except the month of April 
the trees fade in the wall 
as people fade in doorways, 
leaves of eternal fall~ 
There is a certain sameness 
that brings the spirit low; 
houses, trees, and man are one 
beneath the city snow~ 
Then suddenly the street's awake 
with white and purple bloom, 
and presently the people 
throw off the brownstone gloom~ 
The houses waken briefly, 
display their dormant pride~ 
There's a bustle like a wedding 
and a -lovely April bride~ 
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ORANGE MOON ... PRUDEN OE ISLAND 
Across the stretch of sea 
the orange moon comes up, 
round and full 1 
oscillates upon the line of hills, 
pulls itself free, 
and leaps into the evening sky. 
There, upon the rim of earth, 
reflection of the dying sun, 
the red-gold moon, yellowing the water 
in a ribbon of jagged silk, 
makes its last gesture 
to man and atmosphere 
before the ritual ride 
of purification. 
Then, up into the indigo of night, 
brushed by the sacred web of clouds, 
the virgin maiden strips the cloth of gold, 
and enters through the temple doors 
of pagan mysteries; 
pale, white-skinned, and clean, 
she starts her long, sacrificial ride 
to meet, ever immortal, 
the priest of day~ 
---= 
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WHAT THEN? 
\'lb. at. is my e art.h, 
but the flowers fade, 
hour of beauty 
and death-shade! 
What is my love, 
but torrid moon, 
ghost of life 
and heart-swoon! 
What is my God, 
but what am I, 
wisp-fog ephemeral 
in boundless sky! 
\ihat then of me---
earth, love, and deity? 
', 
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FLIGHT 
Sea above clouds above sea 
the silver fish swims 
to the whim · of the winds 
of the deep by the whirr of its fins. 
Clouds above sea above clouds 
the silver bird flies 
in the sky where the sun 
shivers through vapors gold-spun~ 
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ONE SHOULD HAVE TD..m: 
Time to think, time to think---
One should have time 
to lie among the grasses and sense 
the little people at ground zero---
become the little people as they go: 
lose garg~antuan stature 
and sink into the tiny universe 
that teems with life that means . 
So much, so much is here 
unwatered by the tear of wasted living: 
no more self-centered, picayune, and foolish. 
One should have time to die for life, 
far better than the dream walk living death~ 
Get low, get low! 
Where was the sky more blue a.nd deep, 
looking up through poppies waving , 
long grasses bending overhead, 
the slender trees of earth, now yours? 
Where was the ant more busy 
carrying off the load of tiny grain 
along the serpentining ways 
to city-hills a hundred inches off---
the bee , explorer of the blooms , 
high in its lilliputian sky, 
where nectar that the gods once ate 
tastes better now than then? 
Lie low, lie low! 
Let surging earth lift up your back 
and crushing air lie heavy orr your chest . 
Breathe deep the newly scented wind, 
and listen to the little world awake 
and sleep---sleep with waking eye~ 
One should have time to think minutely; 
one should have time to die like this~ 
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RETURN FROM NOWHERE 
I have come from noplace, 
where the streets twist like snakes, 
convulse and are kn·otted, 
each upon each, 
and drop at their ends like cliffs lost irr space~ 
I have come from some cell, 
where the walls fall inside, 
destroy and are buried, 
each upon each, 
with the soundless clap of a muffled bell. 
I have come 
and returned 
to noplace 
in notime.; 
I have come 
and returned 
from nowhere. 
I have come to a sea, 
where the waves beat the shore, 
return and are swallowed, 
each upon each, 
come back and go out, and silently flee·~ 
I have gone to the end 
where the heart cannot breathe, 
the heart and the reason, 
each upon each, 
strangle the other and quietly rend.; 
I have come 
and returned 
to noplace 
1n notime~ 
I have come 
and returned 
from nowhere. 
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HEART-IEAP 
I was made out of flesh and the flesh of two, 
I was made out of rock 
and the dust of roads, 
I was made out of grass 
and the earth where it grew, 
I am made and I breathe and I am. 
But the pull of the soil and the world of men, 
and the pull of the town 
a.re nothing to me--
Though the prizes are great 
and t he multiples :tltn·;, 
I am lost and I starve and I die~ 
I have come out of man and become an elf 
with the spirit of clouds 
and the mist of stars---
! have come to the end 
of my palpable self: 
I would soar in the air like a bird~ 
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THANK YOU AND GOOD-BYE 
Outward swims the room, 
in again, spiraling---
!, drunk on too many years of being, 
snowed under by the drifting bed, 
blinded by a sudden flash of seeing 
1n the dark of a much too late good night~ 
Inward crawls the chair where you sit; 
face like my child's thought of death. 
Thank you for what you might have been 
all then, but now too late, 
a blessed revelation· of lost days now spent. 
Thank you for now and good-bye'~ 
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I'm tired of a multitude or things 
all unnamed, 
and if I were to name them 
no great difference made, 
and possibly 
I might end up ashamed. 
What I hold most valuable 
I cannot tell, 
although I burn and feel and seem to know, 
but when it comes to words 
I fail, 
and silence seems to solve it just as well~ 
Having done nothing of great note 
and gained no gain, 
as if these things meant anything at all, 
I ask no man to look my way 
and praise, 
nor need he strive to analyze my pain~ 
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PRETEND TO SEE 
Pretend to see a castle in the air, 
a.nd every belly-walking cur must bark; 
all the kenneled fur that slept 
will wake to howl a star. 
Mongrel, mongrel bred 
and mongrel aired, 
multiple of yellowed fangs 
and hot red eyes: 
orange glint of Erebua 
with Cerberus on watch~ 
Furnace in each belly 
for froth-steamed breath 
poisoning the oxygen 
and fouling up the air. 
Trees must wither 
as the pack skulks by~ 
Pretend to see a castle 
and you shall die. 
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SUBURBIA 
Each street has elms 
that will be cut for wood 
and sent away 
where fireplaces are~ 
Here, no fires burn; 
no hearth invi tes the family home. 
No one will feel a loss- --
No one will say with sentiment: 
"Something of me is built 
into this wall~ 
The tree that graced 
my piece of sidewalk 
now holds my roof in place~" 
Rather , there is a pride 
in living on a three-lane street , 
relief from leafless aut umns, 
and poetry in heavy trucks 
that shake the house 
built of redwood timbers~ 
Someone goes to school, 
each day, each week, 
each month, each year, 
returns as tediously 
and goes again~ 
She walks along the elmless street 
and dreams an elm.less dream 
of magazines 
like Vogue and Seventeen , 
of lips , and soap , and charm, 
all bought across the counter , 
packaged charmingly 
as advertised. 
She , who never knew the elm, 
can say: 
11 I live, I sparkle , 
I have come of age." 
The house settles 
on its weak foundations 
of reinforced concrete , 
settles in its panorama 
of ugly neighbors, 
a.ll alike . 
The city is a cloud of gray: 
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"No one I know lives there!n 
uNo one" must be the man 
who yawns each morning 
as he shaves before his looking glass; 
this man, he knew the elm 
which used to grow 
where once a sidewallr was. 
But---
he thinks of trains 
that must be caught, 
of sales that must be made, 
of contacts that somehow 
will bulge the wallet 
l'Thich he carries in the pants 
that must be worn~ 
Has he ever said: 
"I will grow a beard11 1 
The st ation clock 
is one that jumps its minutes ~ 
One never knows 
exactly when the clock will jump~ 
Somehow, however, every day 
at twenty minutes of 
the train comes in just on the jump. 
The other day a 11no one" jumped 
at twenty minutes of just as the train came in~ 
He never lmew the elm, 
but now he can explore 
the place that roots have kno'\·m~ 
Mother---that ' s a name 
the children call her 
out of habit---
aucks up the dust 
that settles in the house 
that settles 
on its weak foundations 
of reinforced concrete'~ 
Dust always, 
dust of house and walls, 
dust of street on boots, 
dust of clothes---
brought in , brought out, just born within 
as born without~ 
The elm would hold the dust, 
and grip it in its sucli:ing roots 
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to give it meaning. 
The elm has died, 
and earth has turned to dust 1 
and mother sucks it up, 
each day, each week, 
each month, each year~ 
Beyond the house 
the street is lined with stores, 
great hollow caves of cans, 
boxes, vegetables, meats, and fish~ 
Hands reach out 
and fill the carts 
that glide along the rows~ 
Hands of robots fill the shelves; 
hands of robots empty them; 
hands of robots punch the keys 
that punch out values 
made of ink and paper~ 
Nothing lives, except the creak of wheels, 
the clump of steps, the sound of music 
from a hidden source, 
canned likepeas and beans 
along the shelves, 
and always near the exit 
the punch of the machines. 
No hand has ever reached 
to find a box of seeds, 
for elms are never packaged, 
not in stores~ 
No loving hand will ever plant again, 
no sprout will break the surface 
of the tar 
that spreads across the grave 
where once there was a tree~ 
Behind the house, 
among the garbage cans 
and sparkling wash, 
the tiny heir of all this world 
plays in his pen~ 
He was born free, 
but even he 
looks through his bars 
and forms the well-known pattern 
of perpendiculars within his brain 
for future needs~ 
Just by him in the dying grass 
a baby elm, no taller than a blade, 
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tries hard to recreate a world~ 
It is too late· ~ 
The tiny hand goes out 
between the bars---
The sun eclipses 
and the world comes to an end~ 
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PlACE 
Least where the central spin of things 
would I uplifted be, 
not at the fountainhead of time 
start my chronology---
If, by the grace of God, my faith 
reincarnated rose, 
light of a dazzling brilliance, lost 
to tender earth, and froze! 
When on a whim of wind and thought 
my wings unshackled are, 
when by a burst of passion fired 
I microscope a star, 
then, like a snail, frail-bodied born, 
housed in a shell despised, 
I qualify existence doomed 
and breathe decentralized~ 
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TWO WORDS 
Two words to you, 
e.nd let me say, 
11 I was~ 11 
Long, long ago 
we were 
upon a world but six days made: 
"I am," "I am~" 
·~ ~ -. 
And thus, "God said, 
let us make man ~ •• 11 
And since, like Him, -
who made us Him, 
11 I am the great I am," 
forgetting all that came~ 
"ile had our day 
and having lost that sun, 
we spend millennia in the dark, 
and vainly seek 
within two words, "I was," 
a change of tense : ~ 11 I am.'! 
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